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CHAPTER 1

66 GENTLEMAN to see you, Doctor.”
From across the common a clock
sounded the half-hour.

“ Ten-thirty!” I said. A late visitor. Show
him up, if you please.”

I pushed my writing aside and tilted the lamp-
shade, as footsteps sounded on the landing. The
next moment I had jumped to my feet, for a tall,
lean man, with his square-cut, clean-shaven face
sun-baked to the hue of coffee, entered and ex-
tended both hands, with a cry:

“ Good old Petrie! Didn’t expect me, I'll
swear!”

It was Nayland Smith — whom I had thought
to be in Burma!

“ Smith,” I said, and gripped his hands hard,
“this is a delightful surprise! Whatever —

however —”
1
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“On duty!” I exclaimed. “ What, are you
moved to London or something? »

“ 1 have got a roving commission, Petrie, and
f{t doesn’t rest with me where I am to-day nor
where I shall be to-morrow.”

There was something ominous in the words,
and, putting down my glass, its contents un-
lasted, I faced round and looked him squarely
In the eyes.

“Qut with it!” I said. “ What is it all
nwbout? ”

Smith suddenly stood up and stripped off his
voat. Rolling back his left shirt-sleeve he re-
vealed a wicked-looking wound in the fleshy
gart of the forearm. It was quite healed, but
eariously striated for an inch or so around.

“ Ever seen one like it? ” he asked.

“ Not exactly,” I confessed. “ It appears to
have been deeply cauterized.”

“ Right! Very deeply!” he rapped. A barb
steeped in the venom of a hamadryad went in
ihere!”

A shudder I could not repress ran coldly
through me at mention of that most deadly of
all the reptiles of the East.

“ There’s only one treatment,” he continued,
volling his sleeve down again, “ and that’s with
« sharp knife, a match, and a broken cartridge.
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“ What has happened? ” he demanded breath-
lessly of a constable.

The latter glanced at him doubtfully, but
something in his voice and bearing commanded
respect.

“ 8ir Crichton Davey has been killed, sir.”

Smith lurched back as though he had received
a physical blow, and clutched my shoulder
convulsively. Beneath the heavy tan his face had
blanched, and his eyes were set in a stare of hor-
ror.

“ My God!” he whispered. “I am too late!”

With clenched fists he turned and, pressing
through the group of loungers, bounded up the
steps. In the hall a man who unmistakably was
a Scotland Yard official stood talking to a foot-
man. Other members of the household were mov-
ing about, more or less aimlessly, and the chilly
hand of King Fear had touched one and all, for,
as they came and went, they glanced ever over
their shoulders, as if each shadow cloaked a
menace, and listened, as it seemed, for some sound
which they dreaded to hear.

Smith strode up to the detective and showed
him a card, upon glancing at which the Scotland
Yard man said something in a low voice, and,
nodding, touched his hat to Smith in a respect-
ful manner.
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“You do not think he referred to the mark
on his own hand?”

“1 think not. From the direction of his last
glance, I feel sure he referred to something in
the study.” .

“ What did you do?”

“ Having summoned the servants, I ran into
the stady. But there was absolutely nothing un-
usual to be seen. The windows were closed and
fastened. He worked with closed windows in
the hottest weather. There is no other door, for
the study occupies the end of a narrow wing, so
that no one could possibly have gained access to
it, whilst I was in the library, unseen by me.
Had someone concealed himself in the study
earlier in the evening — and I am convinced that
it offers no hiding-place — he could only have
come out again by passing through here.”

Nayland Smith tugged at the lobe of his left
ear, as was his habit when meditating.

“You had been at work here in this way for
some time? ”

“Yes. Rir Crichton was preparing an im-
portant book.”

“ Had anything unusual occurred prior to this
evening? ”

“Yes,” said Mr. Burboyne, with evident per-
plexity; ¢ though I attached no importance to it
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at the time. Three nights ago Sir Crichton came
out to me, and appeared very nervous; but at
times his nerves — you know? Well, on this oc-
casion he asked me to search the study. He had
an idea that something was concealed there.”

“ Some thing or someone? ”

“¢Something’ was the word he used. I
searched, but fruitlessly, and he seemed quite sat-
isfied, and returned to his work.”

“Thank you, Mr. Burboyne. My friend and
I would like a few minutes’ private investigation
in the study.”



CHAPTER I1

IR CRICHTON DAVEY’S study was a
small one, and a glance sufficed to show
that, as the secretary had said, it offered

no hiding-place. It was heavily carpeted, and
over-full of Burmese and Chinese ornaments and
curios, and upon the mantelpiece stood several
framed photographs which showed this to be the
sanctum of a wealthy bachelor who was no
misogynist. A map of the Indian Empire oc-
cupied the larger part of one wall. The grate
was empty, for the weather was extremely warm,
and a green-shaded lamp on the littered writing-
table afforded the only light. The air was stale,
for both windows were closed and fastened.

Smith immediately pounced upon a large,
square envelope that lay beside the blotting-pad.
8ir Crichton had not even troubled to open it,
but my friend did so. It contained a blank sheet
of paper!

“ Smell! ”” he directed, handing the letter to me.

I raised it to my nostrils. It was scented
with some pungent perfume.

13
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Without looking directly at me, but alternately
glancing towards a distant corner of the square
and towards the house of Major-General Platt-
Houston, she made the following extraordinary
request :

“If you would do me a very great service,
for which I always would be grateful,”— she
glanced at me with passionate intentness —
“ when you have given my message to the proper
person, leave him and do not go near him any
more to-night!”

Before I could find words to reply she gath-
ered up her cloak and ran. Before I could de-
termine whether or not to follow her (for her
words had aroused anew all my worst suspicions)
she had disappeared! I heard the whir of a
restarted motor at no great distance, and, in
the instant that Nayland Smith came running
down the steps, I knew that I had nodded at my
post.

“Smith!” I cried as he joined me, “tell me
what we must do!”

And rapidly I acquainted him with the inci-
dent.

My friend looked very grave; then a grim
smile crept round his lips.

¢ She was a big card to play,” he said; ¢ but
he did not know that I held one to beat it.”















26 THE INSIDIOUS DR. FU-MANCHU

magnetic eyes of the true cat-green. Invest him
with all the cruel cunning of an entire Eastern
race, accumulated in one giant intellect, with all
the resources of science past and present, with
all the resources, if you will, of a wealthy govern-
ment — which, however, already has denied all
knowledge of his existence. Imagine that awful
being, and you have a mental picture of Dr. Fu-
LManchu, the yellow peril incarnate in one man.”



CHAPTER 111

* SANK into an arm-chair in my rooms and
gulped down a strong peg of brandy.
“ We have been followed here,” I said.
“ Why did you make no attempt to throw the
pursuers off the track, to have them inter-
cepted? ?

Smith laughed.

¢ Useless, in the first place. Wherever we
went, Ae would find us. And of what use to ar-
rest his creatures? We could prove nothing
against them. Further, it is evident that an at-
tempt is to be made upon my life to-night — and
by the same means that proved so successful in
the case of poor 8ir Crichton.”

His square jaw grew truculently prominent,
and he leapt stormily to his feet, shaking his
clenched fists towards the window.

“The villain!” he cried. “The fiendishly
clever villain! I suspected that Sir Crichton
was next, and I was right. But I came too late,
Petrie! That hits me hard, old man. To think

that I knew and yet failed to save him!”
27
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shot, it merged into the shadows beneath the
trees of the garden.

As I turned and switched on the light Nayland
Smith dropped limply into a chair, leaning his
head upon his hands. Even that grim courage
had been tried sorely.

“Never mind the dacoit, Petrie,” he said.
“ Nemesis will know where to find him. We
know now what causes the mark of the Zayat
Kiss. Therefore science is richer for our first
brush with the enemy, and the enemy is poorer —
unless he has any more unclassified centipedes.
I understand now something that has been puz-
zling me since I heard of it — Sir Crichton’s
stified cry. When we remember that he was al-
most past speech, it is reasonable to suppose that
his ery was not ¢ The red hand!’ but ¢ The red
ant!’ Petrie, to think that I failed, by less than
an hour, to save him from such an end!”



CHAPTER IV

66 HE body of a lascar, dressed in the man-
ner usual on the P. & O. boats, was re-
covered from the Thames off Tilbury

by the river police at six A. M. this morning. Itis

supposed that the man met with an accident in
leaving his ship.”

Nayland Smith passed me the evening paper
and pointed to the above paragraph.

“ For ¢lascar’ read ¢ dacoit,’ ” he said. “ QOur
visitor, who came by way of the ivy, fortunately
for us, failed to follow his instructions. Also,
he lost the centipede and left a clew behind him.
Dr. Fu-Manchu does not overlook such lapses.”

It was a sidelight upon the character of the
awful being with whom we had to deal. My
very soul recoiled from bare consideration of
the fate that would be ours if ever we fell into
his hands.

The telephone bell rang. I went out and
found that Inspector Weymouth of New Scotland

Yard had called us up.
37
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As I leapt to the door the key turned gently
from the outside.

“ Ma ’alesh!” came her soft whisper; “but I
am afraid to trust you — yet. Be comforted, for
there is one near who would have killed you had
I wished it. Remember, I will come to you when-
ever you will take me and hide me.”

Light footsteps pattered down the stairs. I
heard a stifled cry from Mrs. Dolan as the mys-
terious visitor ran past her. The front door
opened and closed.
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of one of the Scotch steamers, and the murk had
fallen again.

Discords of remote activity rose above the more
intimate throbbing of our screw, and we seemed
a pigmy company floating past the workshops
of Brobdingnagian toilers. The chill of the
near water communicated itself to me, and I felt
the protection of my shabby garments inadequate
against it.

Far over on the Surrey shore a blue light —
vaporous, mysterious — flicked translucent
tongues against the night’s curtain. It was a
weird, elusive flame, leaping, wavering, magically
changing from blue to a yellowed violet, rising,
falling.

“ Only a gasworks,” came Smith’s voice, and I
knew that he, too, had been watching those el-
fin fires. “ But it always reminds me of a Mexi-
can teocelli, and the altar of sacrifice.”

The simile was apt, but gruesome. I thought
of Dr. Fu-Manchu and the severed fingers, and
could not repress a shudder.

“On your left, past the wooden pier! Not
where the lamp is — beyond that; next to the
dark, square building — Shen-Yan’s.”

It was Inspector Ryman speaking.

¢“ Drop us somewhere handy, then,” replied
Smith, “and lie close in, with your ears wide
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open. We may have to run for it, so don’t go
far away.”

From the tone of his voice I knew that the
night mystery of the Thames had claimed at
least one other victim.

“ Dead slow,” came Ryman’s order. “ We'll
put in to the Stone Stairs.”
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outgoing tide, my body would pass, in the wake
of Mason, Cadby, and many another victim!

Rusty iron rungs were affixed to one of the walls
communicating with a trap —but the bottom
three were missing!

Brighter and brighter grew the awesome light
— the light of what should be my funeral pyre —
reddening the oily water and adding a new dread
to the whispering, clammy horror of the pit.
But something it showed me . . . a projecting
beam a few feet above the water . .. and di-
rectly below the iron ladder! ,

“ Merciful Heaven!” I breathed. ¢ Have I the
strength?” '

A desire for laughter claimed me with sudden,
all but irresistible force. I knew what it por-
tended and fought it down — grimly, sternly.

My garments weighed upon me like a suit of
mail ; with my chest aching dully, my veins throb-
bing to bursting, I forced tired muscles to work,
and, every stroke an agony, approached the beam.
Nearer I swam . .. nearer. Its shadow fell
black upon the water, which now had all the
seeming of a pool of blood. Confused sounds
— a remote uproar — came to my ears. I was
nearly spent . . . I was in the shadow of the
beam! IfI could throw up onearm. ..

A shrill scream sounded far above me!
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arm about me on the ladder. Her mask the
girl might have retained, but her wig, I felt cer-
tain, had been dropped into the water.

It was later that night, when the brigade still
were playing upon the blackened shell of what
had been Shen-Yan’s opium-shop, and Smith and
I were speeding away in a cab from the scene
of God knows how many crimes, that I had an
idea.

“ Smith,” I said, “did you bring the pigtail
with you that was found on Cadby?”

“Yes. I had hoped to meet the owner.”

¢“ Have you got it now?”

“No. I met the owner.”

I thrust my hands deep into the pockets of the
big pea-jacket lent to me by Inspector Ryman,
leaning back in my corner.

“ We shall never really excel at this business,”
continued Nayland Smith. “ We are far too
sentimental. I knew what it meant to us, Petrie,
what it meant to the world, but I hadn’t the
heart. I owed her your life — I had to square
the account.”
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Thus, then, the storm blew over. Yet I had
never experienced such an overwhelming sense
of imminent peril — of a sinister presence — as
oppressed me at that moment. The very at-
mosphere of Redmoat was impregnated with
Eastern devilry; it loaded the air like some evil /
perfume. And then, through the silence, cut a
throbbing scream — the scream of a woman in
direst fear.

“ My God, it’s Greba!” whispered Mr. Eltham.
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I think, rather than my more scientific ministra-
tion, which recalled Casar to life. For, as she
entered, his tail wagged feebly, and a moment
later he struggled to his feet — one of which was
injured.

Having provided for his immediate needs, I
left him in charge of his young mistress and
joined the search party. They had entered the
shrubbery from four points and drawn blank.

“There is absolutely nothing there, and no
one can possibly have left the grounds,” said
Eltham amazedly.

We stood on the lawn looking at one another,
Nayland Smith, angry but thoughtful, tugging
at the lobe of his left ear, as was his habit in
moments of perplexity.
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Governor yesterday, was charged before the
magistrate with shooting at him with intent to
kill, which is equivalent to attempted murder.
The prisoner, who was not defended, pleaded
guilty. The Assistant Crown Solicitor, who
prosecuted, asked for a remand until Monday,
which was granted.

‘ Snapshots taken by the spectators of the out-
rage yesterday disclosed the presence of an ac-
complice, also armed with a revolver. It is re-
ported that this man, who was arrested last
night, was in possession of incriminating docu-
mentary evidence.”

Later.

“ Examination of the documents found on Li
Hon Hung’s accomplice has disclosed the fact
that both men were well financed by the Canton
Triad Society, the directors of which had en-
joined the assassination of Sir F. M. or Mr. C. S,,
the Colonial Secretary. In a report prepared by
the accomplice for dispatch to Canton, also found
on his person, he expressed regret that the at-
tempt had failed.”— Reuter.

¢ It is officially reported in St. Petersburg that
a force of Chinese soldiers and villagers sur-
rounded the house of a Rqssia 1 subject named
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read the riddle of China. I never see a report
of someone found drowned, of an apparent sui-
cide, of a sudden, though seemingly natural
death, without wondering. I tell you, Fu-Man-
chu is omnipresent; his tentacles embrace every-
thing. I said that Sir Lionel must bear a
charmed life. The fact that we are alive is a
miracle.”

He glanced at his watch.

“ Nearly eleven,” he said. ¢ But sleep seems
a waste of time — apart from its dangers.”

We heard a bell ring. A few moments later
followed a knock at the room door.

“Come in!” I cried.

A girl entered with a telegram addressed to
Smith. His jaw looked very square in the lamp-
light, and his eyes shone like steel as he took it
from her and opened the envelope. He glanced
at the form, stood up and passed it to me, reach-
ing for his hat, which lay upon my writing-table.

% God help us, Petrie!” he said.

This was the message:

“8ir Lionel Barton murdered. Meet me at
his house at once.— WEYMOUTH, INSPECTOR.”






THE INSIDIOUS DR. FU-MANCHU 131

low seats, the hangings, all were eloquent of
neglect, being thickly dust-coated. The musty
smell, too, was almost as pronounced here as out-
side, beneath the trees.

To a library, whose contents overflowed in
many literary torrents upon the floor, the de-
tective conducted us.

“Good heavens!” I cried, ¢ what’s that?”

Something leaped from the top of the bookcase,
ambled silently across the littered carpet, and
passed from the library like a golden streak. I
stood looking after it with startled eyes. Inspec-
tor Weymouth laughed dryly.

“It’s a young puma, or a civet-cat, or some-
thing, Doctor,” he said. “ This house is full of
surprises — and mysteries.”

His voice was not quite steady, I thought, and
he carefully closed the door ere proceeding
further.

“ Where is he? ” asked Nayland Smith harshly.
“ How was it done?”

Weymouth sat down and lighted a cigar which
I offered him.

“T thought you would like to hear what led
up to it —so far as we know — before seeing
him?” '

Smith nodded. .

“ Well,” continved the Inspector, ¢ the man
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study ; so he set out to look for the door. When
he found it, it was locked from the inside.”

“Well?”

“He went out and round to the window.
There’s no blind, and from the shrubbery you can
see into the lumber-room known as the study.
He looked in, as apparently Miss Edmonds had
done before him. What he saw accounted for
her hysterics.”

Both Smith and I were hanging upon his
words.

“ All amongst the rubbish on the floor a big
Egyptian mummy case was lying on its side, and
face downwards, with his arms thrown across it,
lay Sir Lionel Barton.”

“My God! Yes. Go on.”

“There was only a shaded reading-lamp
alight, and it stood on a chair, shining right
down on him; it made a patch of light on the
floor, you understand.” The Inspector indicated
its extent with his hands. “ Well, as the man
smashed the glass and got the window open, and
was just climbing in, he saw something else, so
he says.”

He paused.

“ What did he see? ” demanded Smith shortly.

“ A sort of green mist, sir. He says it seemed
to be alive. It moved over the floor, about a
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But there’s no need for another opinion — until
we get the coroner’s.”

“ And Croxted?”

“ Croxted was taken ill, Mr. Smith, and had
to be sent home in a cab.”

¢“ What ails him?”

Detective-Inspector Weymouth raised his eye-
brows and carefully knocked the ash from his
cigar.

“ He held out until I came, gave me the story,
and then fainted right away. He said that
something in the conservatory seemed to get
him by the throat.”

“Did he mean that literally?”

“I couldn’t say. We had to send the girl
home, too, of course.”

Nayland Smith was pulling thoughtfully at
the lobe of his left ear.

“ @Got any theory? ” he jerked.

Weymouth shrugged his shoulders.

“Not one that includes the green mist,” he
said. “ Shall we go in now?”

We crossed the Assyrian hall, where the mem-
bers of that strange household were gathered in
a panic-stricken group. They numbered four.
Two of them were negroes, and two Easterns of
some kind. I missed the Chinaman, Kwee, of
whom Smith had spoken, and the Italian sec-
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Nayland Smith stared him hard in the face.

“I am glad you did not, 8ir Lionel,” he said;
“for whatever the priest Mekara has to do with
the matter, by means of his sarcophagus, Dr. Fu-
Manchu has made his fi'st attempt upon your
life. He has failed, but I hope you will accom-
pany me from here to a hotel. He will not fail
twice.”
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leap to the door, shut and lock it. But the
rustling sound proceeded, now, from immediately
outside my partially opened door. I had not the
time to close it; knowing somewhat of the hor-
rors at the eommand of Fu-Manchu, I had not
the courage to open it. My heart leaping wildly,
and my eyes upon that bar of darkness with its
gruesome potentialities, I waited — waited for
whatever was to come. Perhaps twelve seconds
passed in silence.

“Who’s there?” I cried. “ Answer, or I
fire!”

“ Ah! no,” came a soft voice, thrillingly musi-
cal. “Put it down — that pistol. Quick! I
must speak to you.”

The door was pushed open, and there entered
a slim figure wrapped in a hooded cloak. My
hand fell, and I stood, stricken to silence, look-
ing into the beautiful dark eyes of Dr. Fu-Man-
chu’s messenger — if her own statement could be
credited, slave. On two occasions this girl,
whose association with the Doctor was one of
the most profound mysteries of the case, had
risked — I cannot say what; unnameable pun-
ishment, perhaps —to save me from death; in
both cases from a terrible death. For what was
she come now?

Her lips slightly parted, she stood, holding
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Tear me from him — by force, do you under-
stand, by force, and my lips will be sealed no
longer. Ah! but you do not understand, with
your ‘proper authorities’— your police. Po-
lice! Ah, I have said enough.”

A clock across the common began to strike.
The girl started and laid her hands upon my
shoulders again. There were tears glittering
among the curved black lashes.

“You do not understand,” she whispered.
¢ Oh, will you never understand and release me
from him! I mustgo. Already I have remained
too long. Listen. Go out without delay. Re-
main out —at a hotel, where you will, but do
not stay here.”

“ And Nayland Smith?”

“ What is he to me, this Nayland Smith? Ah,
why will you not unseal my lips? You are in
danger — you hear me, in danger! Go away
from here to-night.”

She dropped her hands and ran from the room.
In the open doorway she turned, stamping her
foot passionately.

“You have hands and arms,” she cried, ¢ and
yet you let me go. Be warned, then; fly from
here —” She broke off with something that
sounded like a sob.

I made no move to stay her — this beautiful
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contemptuously — you note the attitude, Petrie?
— contemptuously devoted the surplus to me,
His contempt is justified. I am a child striving
to cope with a mental giant. It is by no wit of
mine that Dr. Fu-Manchu scores a double
failure.”
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which, in that dismal vault, with the sinister
yellow-robed figure at the door, seemed to pour
ice into my veins. Its effect upon Smith was
truly extraordinary. His face showed grayly
in the faint light, and I heard him draw a hiss-
ing breath through clenched teeth.
“It calls for you!” said Fu-Manchu. At
half-past twelve it calls for Graham Guthrie!?”
The door closed and darkness mantled us
again, '

- “Smith,” I said, “what was that?” The
horrors about us were playing havoc with my

nerves.

“It was the Call of Siva!” replied Smith
hoarsely.

“ What is it? Who uttered it? What does
it mean?”

“1 don’t know what it is, Petrie, nor who
utters it. But it means death!”
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the drip of the water from the pole. Fainter it
grew, and fainter.

“ What is her secret?” muttered Smith, be-
gide me. “Why does she cling to that
monster? ”?

The distant sound died away entirely. A
clock began to strike; it struck the half-hour.
In an instant my handkerchief was off, and so
was BSmith’s,. We stood upon a towing-path.
Away to the left the moon shone upon the towers
and battlements of an ancient fortress.

It was Windsor Castle.

“ Half-past ten,” cried Smith. “Two hours
to save Graham Guthrie!”

We had exactly fourteen minutes in which to
catch the last train to Waterloo; and we caught
it. But I sank into a corner of the compart-
ment in a state bordering upon collapse. Neither
of us, I think, could have managed another
twenty yards. With a lesser stake than a hu-
man life at issue, I doubt if we should have at-
tempted that dash to Windsor station.

“Due at Waterloo at eleven-fifty-one,” panted
Smith. “That gives us thirty-nine minutes to
get to the other side of the river and reach his
hotel.”

“ Where in Heaven’s name is that house situ-
ated? Did we come up or down stream?






THE INSIDIOUS DR. FU-MANCHU 183

¢ Suicide?”

“ Apparently. But there were singular fea-
tures in the case. For instance, his revolver
lay beside him, fully loaded!”

¢“In the courtyard?”

“In the courtyard!”

¢ Was it murder by any chance? ”

Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“ His door was found locked from the inside;
had to be broken in.”

¢“ But the wailing business? ”?

“ That began later, or was only noticed later.
A French doctor, named Lafitte, died in exactly
the same way.”

“ At the same place?”

“ At the same hotel; but he occupied a dif-
ferent room. Here is the extraordinary part
of the affair: a friend shared the room with him,
and actually saw him go!”

“Saw him leap from the window?”

“Yes. The friend —an Englishman — was
aroused by the uncanny wailing. I was in
Rangoon at the time, so that I know more of
the case of Lafitte than of that of the Ameri-
can. I spoke to the man about it personally.
He was an electrical engineer, Edward Martin,
and he told me that the cry seemed to come from
above him.”






















































CHAPTER XVI

PON the following day we were afoot
again, and shortly at handgrips with the
enemy. In retrospect, that restless time

offers a chaotic prospect, with no peaceful spot
amid its turmoils,

All that was reposeful in nature seemed to
have become an irony and a mockery to us —
who knew how an evil demigod had his sacri-
ficial altars amid our sweetest groves. This idea
ruled strongly in my mind upon that soft au-
tumnal day.

“The net is closing in,” said Nayland Smith.

¢ Let us hope upon a big catch,” I replied, with
a laugh.

Beyond where the Thames tided slumberously
seaward showed the roofs of Royal Windsor, the
castle towers showing through the autumn haze.
The peace of beautiful Thamesside was about
us.

This was one of the few tangible clews upon
which thus far we had chanced; but at last it

seemed indeed that we were narrowing the re-
201
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will immediately go to the place where I shall
guide you and release my brother; that you will
let us both go free?”

“I will,” T said, without hesitation. * You
may rest assured of it.”

¢ But there is a condition,” she added.

“ What is it?”

¢ When I have told you where to capture him
you must release me.”

I hesitated. Smith often had accused me of
weakness where this girl was concerned. What
now was my plain duty? That she would utterly
decline to speak under any circumstances unless
it suited her to do so I felt assured. If she
spoke the truth, in her proposed bargain there
was no personal element; her conduct I now
viewed in a new light. Humanity, I thought,
dictated that I accept her proposal; policy also.

“T agree,” I said, and looked into her eyes,
which were aflame now with emotion, an excite-
ment perhaps of anticipation, perhaps of fear.

She laid her hands upon my shoulders.

“ You will be careful? ” she said pleadingly.

¢ For your sake,” I replied, “I shall.”

¢ Not for my sake.”

¢ Then for your brother’s.”

“No.” Her voice had sunk to a whisper.
¢ For your own.”
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% Good-night, Karamaneh,” I whispered softly.
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dence that he dragged from you the secret of the
combination.” .

“God knows we have!” said West. “ But
who is this Fu-Manchu, and how — how in the
name of wonder did he get into my chambers?”

Smith pulled out his watch. “That,” he
said rapidly, “I cannot delay to explain if I'm
to intercept the man who has the plans. Come
along, Petrie; we must be at Tilbury within the
hour. There is just a bare chance.”
































































































CHAPTER XXIII

with horror, Mr. Smith!”

The sleek little man in the dress
suit, who looked like a head waiter (but was
the trusted legal adviser of the house of
Southery) puffed at his cigar indignantly. Nay-
land Smith, whose restless pacing had led him
to the far end of the library, turned, a remote
but virile figure, and looked back to where I stood
by the open hearth with the solicitor.

“I am in your hands, Mr. Henderson,” he
said, and advanced upon the latter, his gray
eyes ablaze. ¢ Save for the heir, who is abroad
on foreign service, you say there is no kin of
Lord Southery to consider. The word rests with
you. If I am wrong, and you agree to my pro-
posal, there is none whose susceptibilities will
suffer —”

“My own, sir!”

“If I am right, and you prevent me from

acting, you become a murderer, Mr. Henderson.”
295

é ‘YOUR extraordinary proposal fills me

















































































could not cry out. I was helpless. Of the fate
of my companions I knew nothing — could sur-
mise nothing.

Then . . . all consciousness ended.
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her hand upon mine, in a quaint, childish fashion
peculiarly her own. Her hand was cold, but its
touch thrilled me. For Karamanéh was not a
child, but a rarely beautiful girl —a pearl of
the East such as many a monarch has fought for.

“ What then? ” asked Smith.

“She was afraid to move —afraid to look
from the window!?”

My friend turned and stared hard at me.

“ A subjective hallucination, Petrie? ”

“1In all probability,” I replied. “ You should
arrange that your wife be relieved in her trying
duties, Mr. Weymouth. It is too great a strain
for an inexperienced nurse.”
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“ But in what I may see fit to do I must not be
handicapped by the presence of a sick woman.”

“ Her condition at any rate will admit of our
administering an opiate,” I suggested. * That
would meet the situation? ”

“@ood!” cried Smith. He was intensely ex-
cited now. “I rely upon you to arrange some-
thing, Petrie. Mr. Weymouth ”— he turned to
our visitor —“1 shall be with you this evening
not later than twelve o’clock.”

Weymouth appeared to be greatly relieved. I

" asked him to wait whilst I prepared a draught
for the patient. When he was gone:

“What do you think this knocking means,
Smith?” I asked.

He tapped out his pipe on the side of the grate
and began with nervous energy to refill it again
from the dilapidated pouch.

“T dare not tell you what I hope, Petrie,” he
replied —“ nor what I fear.”
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ferent countenance. How, then, shall I con-
clude this very unsatisfactory account?

Shall I tell you, finally, of my parting with'
lovely, dark-eyed Karamanéh, on board the liner
which was to bear her to Egypt?

No, let me, instead, conclude with the words
of Nayland Smith:

“ 1 sail for Burma in a fortnight, Petrie. I
have leave to break my journey at the Ditch.
How would a run up the Nile fit your programme?
Bit early for the season, but you might find some-
thing to amuse you!”

TaE END
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